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Y Banks they are furniſh'd with bees, | 
Whoſe murmurs invite one to 


+ My gro:toes are ſha'ied with trees, FED 
5 And my hills are white over with ſheep, 
I have ſeldom metwith a lob, | 


Such health does dhe mouruins beſtow, 

My fountains all border'd with mos, 
Where the hare bells find-violets geo. 

'- Noi a pine in my — is there ſeen, 
I 4 wh 27 o x is 
Not a beach is more beautiful green, 

/ But a ſweet driar twines it around, 
Tor my fields in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my fickle unfold, 
Not a brook that is !impid and clear, 

But it gitters with fiſhes of gol4 

One would think ſhe might like to retire, -- 
TDo the bower I have labour'd to rear, | 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 

But I hafted and planted it there, 2 
Ohl how ſudden the jeſſamin ftrove, . 


Wich the layleck to rerder it gay, 

Already it calls for my love, i 

E. To, prune cruel branches — n 1 

dom the plains, from the valleys 20d groves, 
bat firange.of wild meledy-flaany- 
Hor the n/ghtiogales warbies their loves, 


From thickeis of roſes that blow, 2 

* And when ber bright form ſhall appear, | aL : 

ach bird (ball harmoniooſly Jon. 

6. - In a concert ſo ſoſt and ſo clear, F 13 

| | left OLED 
air, 


tity Ty N 
I have found where the wood pigeons bt ; 
But let me that plunder forbear, | 
| She'll ſay it was a barbarous deed, * 
For he be er could be true ſhe ver d, 
Who cculd rob a poor bird of its young, 
I lov'd ber the more when I heard 
|. Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. <*fFr 
Ig have heard her with pity unfold Is — 3 
Ho that pity was due to a dove, 55 2:5 {F 
That it ever attended the bold, N * 
And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of love, 77. - 
But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, © 
So much [I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak and whatever ſhe ſays, 
_ . Methidks | could ſtill love her more. 
f Can a boſom ſo gentle remain, 
Uamov'd when her Corrydon fighs, 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe, - 
Dear regions of ſilence and ſhade, 
Soft ſcenes of contentownt and eaſe, 
When 1 could have pleaſanily ftray'd, 
He nought in her abſence could pleaſe. e 
\ But where did my Phillida ſtray, | 
And where are her grottoes and bo 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 
And the ſhepberds as gentle as ours, 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the vallies as fine, 
The ſwainz may in manners Compare, 
But thcir love is not equal to mine. 
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